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It is an axiom of Eskimo life that men who have fished or
hunted deserve to eat, and the proper time to eat is as soon as
the game is in the hand. Three or four days' catch was in the
camp, and we gathered in the evening to feast in Ohudlerk's
tent. A great heap of dried Arctic trout lay on the ground
beside the host, its flesh blood-red. Ohudlerk took up a fish,
sliced it from head down to the tail, and set his teeth into the
first slice. With his circular Eskimo knife he cut off the first slice

at his lips and passed what remained to me, who sat at his left.
I bit into it and passed it on, and so slice after slice made the
round of the circle, always clockwise and with a speed such that
each time I bit off as little as I could in order not to disgrace
myself by dropping out. Later, and more especially in the igloo,
I was to find it otherwise; but here no one spoke, no one
laughed, everyone gnawed and swallowed and gulped with a
kind of gloomy haste, a dark gluttony, which I thought would
never end and which ended so suddenly that I was amazed,
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